KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

rarely moved by any new desires, for, in these peaceful
surroundings, trifles brought me sufficient joy. The
successful choice of a necktie, the purchase of a fine
book, a motoring excursion, or an hour with a woman,
would brim the measure of my happiness. An especial
delight to me was the fact that my existence resembled
a suit perfectly cut by an English tailor, in that there
was nothing unduly striking about it. I believe my
friends liked me well enough and were always glad to see
me. Most of my acquaintances regarded me as a lucky
fellow.

I really cannot remember whether this man of an
earlier day whom I have been trying to describe also
regarded himself as a lucky fellow; for now when,
thanks to my crucial experience, I demand of every .
feeling that it shall have a deeper and more adequate
significance, the appraisement of my earlier feelings has
become almost impossible. But I am certain that I was
not unhappy in those days. Practically all my wishes
were gratified, all my claims on life fulfilled. But the
very fact that I was accustomed to get all I wanted, and
to make no further demands of fate, had as its in-
evitable sequel the growth of a sense that life was a
rather flaccid affair. Unconscious, or half-realized,
longings were at work. Not genuine wishes, but the
wish for wishes; the desire to have stronger, less per-
fectly controlled, more ambitious, and less readily
satisfied, desires; the longing to live more fully, and per-
haps also the longing to suffer. By too admirably
designed a technique, I had cleared all resistances out of
my path, and the lack of resistances was sapping my
vitality. I noticed that desire stirred in me less often and
less vigorously; that a sort of stagnation had ensued in my
feelings; that I was suffering (how can I best phrase it?)
from a spiritual impotence, from an incapacity to grasp
life with all the ardour of passion. Let me mention some
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